Running a long, inquisitive wire into the tooth to the depth of about sixteen inches, he stirred up something known as a "nerve.'' In response to my fervent yell he asked, "Does that hurt ?" I wiped tears out of my eyes and simply said "Yes." Then he got some zahnarzt crowbars and pried here and there at the tooth, occasionally waking up that cussed nerve, which had been growling ever since at its unceremonious handling. Then he said : "We will have to kill the nerve first, and fill the tooth afterwards."
"How Jong will that take ?" I asked anxiously. 
